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JOHNSON'S LAUREL, 
OURN, Virtve mourn! ſis fate with tears deplore 
For ah ! thy friend, thy Johnſon, is no more! 


Johnſon no more ! each bard attunes his lays, 
To grieve his exit, and to ſing his praiſe. 


All writers write, and ſome who ſcarce can read 3 5 Of 


To poems, poems, lives to lives ſucceed, 
The theme alike, yet diff rent is their aim; 
As ſome for pudding, others write for fame. 


Tears from his peg, his rotten greaſy lyre, 

And twangs the chords, and thinks the Nine inſpire. 

While Pride, like light'ning, flaſhes from his eyes, 

He foams at mouth, and thus contemptuous cries : 

Let other bards in namby pamby ſtrains, - 

Sing Love's ſoft pleaſures, with its griev'ous pains, 15 
« Or ſwear, while ſeated near the ſhade of trees, 


Ho green the graſs is, and how cool the breeze! 
« A nobler 


Wyo once penn'd ballads feels the ſacred fire, | 
10 
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2  TJOHNSON'S LAUREL. 
| A nobler ſubject ſhall to-me belong, 
A ſubject ſuited to my pow'rs of ſong!” 
This ſaid: he tunes his ſtrains to ſounds of woe, 
And in dull lines his duller meanings flow; 
While Johnſon's name, each ſtanza to enrich, 
Shines like a di'mond glitt'ring in a ditch ; 
And ev'ry line with dull decorum mourns, 
Of plumes and aſhes, muffl'd lyres and urns. 


Ou ! would-each bard, but follow my advice, 
With truth be cautious, and with boldneſs nice; 
Would he, like me, to flatt'ry ne'er give ear, 

Nor brave that cenſure which he ought to fear; 
Like me, ne'er think among the wits to reign, 
Nor graſp at laurels which he cannot gain: 

Tho' damn'd his lines, yet bleſt might be his lot, 

Himſelf reſpe&ed when thoſe lines forgot ! 

No cruel friend could irritate his ſmart, 

And pierce with inſults, pierce his aching heart ! 


Heid fear no thunders from the critic's throne, 


Who prints his works, yet keeps his name unknown! 


Bur ſoon the bards (a hungry envious crew, 
Who hate each other, yet who flatter too) 


25 


30 


35 


Too 


JOHNSON'S LAUREL 
Too fiercely rag'd for hypocritic guile, | 40 
To deck their angry viſage with a ſmile, | 
All bards 6xzaT Johnſon's wreath (the laurel) claim; 
To touch it honour, and to wear it fame 
A furious war with ardor now they wage, | 
And fiercer far than hungry tygers rage; 45 
When a deep voice from Heav'n is heard to ſay, 
* Whoſe mind is warm'd by Genius“ brighteſt ray! 
«+ Be his the wreath !” Each bard abides the teſt, 
For each, in wit, believes himſelf the beſt. 


- 
— 
. 


Nou to Parnaſſus ſee they all repair, | 50 
To make their claims 6xEAT Johnſon's wreath to wear. 

Here ſilver ſtreams diſtilling nwſie's ſound ! 
There fragrant roſes ſcent the air around! _ 

Turn where thou wil'ſt, ah! turn thy wond'ring eyes, 

Each object fills with rapture and ſurpriſe ! 55 
And wants there aught to give thee health and eaſe? 

* Why yes, — ſome bread ;—then ey'ry thing would pleaſe,” 


SILENCE proclaim'd, Apollo on his throne, 
The poets, like a ſwarm of bees, ruſh on; 
Before Apollo, each by turns, is tried, 6o 
And whoſe the laurel ? muſt the God decide. 5 

* Finger 


4 "JOHNSON'S LAUREL. 
FixsT Pratt began, in accents meek and mild, 
Soft as the whiſpers of a pukeing child ! 
He ſwore his writings were ſo very fine, 
The men, cried—charming ! and the fair—divine ! 65 
For arts of Poetry he'd bear the belle, 
Since none in Painting could himſelf excel. 
Fly, cnes Apollo, inſtant fly the place; 
1% Your 4igh conceit has brought you to diſgrace. 
% What tho' your ſcrawl may ſometimes paſs for wit, 70 
* Your vanity condemns each line you've writ. 
« If praiſe thou want'ſt'to Hayley go once more, 
« He'll write a ſtanza, Woty write a ſcore, 


IE % Wrru tears, fair Emma's miſeries we trace, 
| « Where all is pathos, elegance and grace. 75 
But would'ſt thou rhime, ſkim o'er ſome flow'ry mead, 
. Where rill run tinkling, or where /ambkins feed. 
By me be warn'd;—rhime little and be wiſe, 

% Nor Ic'rus- like, on borrow d pinions riſe ; 

«6 Such wings I'd melt, ſhould'ſt thou attempt to ſoar, 80 

Then falling headlong, fall to riſe no more. 


Next Whitehead came, his worth—a pinch of ſauff, 
But, fora Laureat, he was well enough. 


And 


JOHNSON'S LAUREL 8 
Axp Maſon now, whoſe numbers nice by art, 


Play in the ear, but never reach the heart. 2» 
Tho! ſimilies he crams in ev'ry line, | 
And metaphors in ev'ry couplet ſhine, | | 
Still in his verſe there's ſomething of divine. 


Tuvus ſhe, who longs to ſhine her ſex's pride, | 
And ſighs for charms which nature has deny'd, | go 
Her hair with gems, her arms with bracelets grac'd, 

Glitters a beauty made of paint and paſte. 
Her nat'ral charms would ne'er excite deſires, 
But deck'd by art,—each look, each motion fires ! 


Nxxr Cumberland, a bard of ſpecial note, 35 
Who prais'd himſelf, yet rail'd when others wrote: | 
Too mean to give, too vain to merit praiſe, 

His envy tinctures all he writes or ſays! 

Who pens a play's the object of his rage, | 

| Himſelf the would-be monarch of the ſtage. | | 100 
Who pens a poem falls beneath his laſh, 

His verſes branded by the name of traſh. 


« To me the praiſe, to me the laurel give, 
« For my bright name, while time endures, ſhall live! 


Hence 


6 JOHNSON'S LAUREL. 

„Hence ye profane! who eager flock around ! oz | 
My wit ſhall ſcare, and my verſe confound, 

« Let hunger, grief, and penury be thine, 

„ But ah! the wreath, exzaTJohnſon's wreath be mine! 


Tunis boaſting impotence Apollo ſcorns, 
And decks his forehead, with a wreath of thorns. 110 


N And Stratford now, who never makes, pretence, 
(Meek, modeſt bard !) to nature or to ſenſe. 

To paſt'ral verſe alone puts in his claim, 

By paſt'ral verſe he thinks to riſe to fame. 


% PxxMIT, he cries, permit an humble ſwain, 115 

«© To tune his reed, to no unpleaſing ſtrain, 

« That reed whoſe murm'ring ſound een Pan approv'd, 
« Andall the Muſes and the Nymphs have lov'd.” 

Noiſe now was huſh'd; the bards, amazed, were ſtill, 
When ah ! he blew a blaſt ſo loud, ſo ſhrill, 125 
From no ſmall reed, but a large ebon horn, 

That Nature ſhudder'd, and her rocks were torn. 


Topham appear'd, who joins to native fire, 
The wit of Cowley, and the flow of Prior; 


JoHN SON LAUREL 


His Epilogues can never fail to pleaſe, 
Where comic humour vies with graceful caſe. 
But hapleſs he, how well ſoe'er he rhime, 
Who ſuits his ſubject to the preſent time. 
His wit may gain a temporary name, 


But ger'ra/ themes muſt hand him down to fame. 


NexT 7 15e came, whoſe elegiac flow, 
Melts ev'ry heart to pleaſure and to woe; 
Who, paying now to wit and grace his court, 
Makes thoſe who feel his ſatire love its ſport. 
Like Orpheus“ numbers Tickell's roll along, 

As Orpheus' * ſo charms Tickell's ſong. 


—— 


AeoLLo ſaw the ho. half aſham' d, 


And bade him, ſince 6xeaT Johnſon's wreath by claim'd, 
Sing well his worth. He fings,—how fine his lays ! 


How ſweetly Tickell warbles Tickell's praiſe ! 
This done, he bows before Apollo's ſhrine ; 
The god enchanted, round his brow does twine 


A wreath, of virgin bays! from yonder tree. 


Tho' not of laurel, of the next degree. 


SR Colman comes, in all he deigns to write, 
We find the ſcholar and the bard unite. 
'G 
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8 _. JOHN$SON'S LAUREL 1 1 
Bold and harmonious flow his claſſie lines, 
And fancy's diftates, manly ſenſe refines. 
He mounts on Pegaſus and fly afar, 
Like Mars when riding furious to the war ; I 50 
Then quick returns, lands, ſeas, and mountains o'er, 
And guides a ſteed few bards could guide before. 


AroLLo pleas'd, exclaim'd, you've gain'd a name, 
And want no laurel to ſecure your fame!” 


 Nxxr Sheridan, whoſe numbers ſweetly roll, 155 

And fill with rapture, fill the reader's ſoul. 

But when he ſpoke his wit proclaim'd him known, 

For wit, like his, to him belongs alone. 

What! cries Apollo, and ſhall Brinſley aim, 
To gain the wreath who ne'er ſhall want a name? 160 


Now Pye* appears, in whom we often trace, 
Tho' not the Poet's fire, the Poet's grace. 
But ere he thinks the laurel wreathe to take, 
Let him ſome progreſe tow'rds refinement make. 


4 * Author of the Progreſs towards Refinement. 


NzexT 


JOHNSON'S LAUREL 5 
Nxxr Seward—borne on fancy's purple wings, | x65 
Eſſays her powers, like Philomela ſings ! 

Apollo, charm'd with ſtrains ſo bold and ſweet, 


Prepar'd to lay the laurel at her feet; 
=o 


Wuren Hayley came, a bard of fire and wit, 
Who wrote with eaſe, and poliſh'd what he writ. 170 
Whene'er I read Serena's artleſs tales, 
I ſmile when ſhe ſmiles, mourn when ſhe bewails ;, 
In all her griefs, in all her joys take part, | 
For ah! her image ſinks within my heart! 
Yet why on Swift your anger thus employ, 17 5 
Apollo's darling, and the Muſe's joy? 


Hair ſacred manes! impious thus to aim, 
Malignant arrows at thy honour'd name ! 
As once thy motto, once it was thy fate, 
By dunces hated, ev'ry dunce to hate. FORD 180 
But who would think that Hayley's able pen, 
Should ſtab the firſt of wits, the beſt of men ! 
That he a Beattie's manner ſhould aſſume, 
And blaſt the laurels riſing from thy tomb ? 
Can Hayley in thy ſatire baſeneſs find? 8 185 


Satire's the nobleſt talent of the mind! 
But 
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